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To fcarlet indignation and bedew, 

Her paftors grade with faithful Englifh bloud. 

North. The King of hcauen forbidrour Lo.-the king. 
Should fo with chilli and vnduilarmes 3 
Be rulht vpon.T hy thrift noble Coofin, 

Harry Bullingbrooke doth humbjy kifle thy hand. 
And by the honourable tombe hc fwcares. 

That Hands vpon your royal grandfires bones, 

And by the royalties of both y our blonds 
Currents that fpring from one moft gracious head. 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaijnt, 

Andby the worth and honor of himfclfe, 
Comprifingal that may be Iwornc or fayd. 

His comming hither hath no further fcope. 

Then for hislincall royalties,and to begge 
Infranchifcmcflt immediate on his knees, 

Which on thy royal partie graunted once. 

His glitterimgarmeshec will cpmmend to ruft. 

His barbed ftceds to ftablcs.and his heart 
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To faithful ferpice of yourbdaiefly. 

This fwearcsfice, as hee is princclTc iuft. 

And as I am a Gentleman I credit him. 

King Northumberland,fay thus the King returncs. 

His noble Coofin is right welcome hither. 

And al the number of his faire dcmaundci v; ., s <v old • 3 ; 
Shal be accomplice without contradiction* 

With all the gracious vtterance thou haft, 

Spcake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

King Wc do debafe our felucs Coofin, do we not? 

To looke fo poorely a.nd toipeakc fo faire? i t :/•. 

Shal we cal backc Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the traitor and fo die. 

Aum. No good tny Lord, lets fight with gen tle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful fwords, 
King Oh God,oh God that ere thjs tong of mine, 
That laidethe fcntence ef dread banifhraent 
On yon proud man fhould take i t offagainc. 

With words, offooch! Oh that I were as great, ^ 


The Trigeiieof 

As is my grieff, or lefler than my name 1 
Or that I could forget what I haue beencl 
Or not remember what I mull be now! 

Swellft thou (proud heart) He giue thee fcope to beate, 

Since foes haue fcope to beate both thee and me. 

Attm. Northumberland comes back from Bulimgbrooke* 
King What muft the King do now? muff he fubrait? 

The King fhal do it : muft he be dcpofde ? 

The king lhal be contented : muft h e loofc 
The name of a King? a Gods name let it got 
He giue my icwels for a fet ofBcades : 

My gorgeous pallas for a-hermitage : 

My gay apparel for an almefmansgowoct - 
Myfigurde goblets fbradifh of wood: 

My feepter for a Palmers walking ftaffe : 

My fubiefts for a pairc of carucd Saintes, 

And my large kingdomc for a litle graue , 

A little little graue, an obfeure graue. 

Or lie be buried in the Kings hie way , 

Some way of common trade, where fubie&s feetc 
May hourely trample on their foueraignes head; 

For on my heart they treade now whilft I litre: 

And buried once, why not vpon my head? 

Aumerlc thou wcepft (niy tender-hearted coofin) 

Week make foule weather with defpifed teares; 

Our fighs and they fhal lodcg the fummer come, 

And make a dearth in this reuolting land: 

Or fhal we play the wantons with cur woes, 

And make fonie prety match with fheading teares, 
Andjhusto drop them dill vpon one place. 

Til they haue fretted vs a pairc pfgraues 
Within the earth, and there in laidqthcre He* 

Twokinfmen digd their graucs with weeping eies: 

W ould not this 1 11 do wc I ? wel well I fee, 

I talkc but idlcly, and you laugh at me. 

'Moftniightie Prince my LordNoithumberland, 

What faies king<Bullingbrooke, wil bis maieftie 
Giue Richard leaue to hue till Richard dye, 
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